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MI OURN all whom Humane Miſcry can move, 
1 Who Tread in Virtues Pathes, or Honour Love, 


Since Virtues ſurcſt Guide is Fled 


To the bright Realms above; 

And Honour's Earlieſt Champion Dead. 
Hard Fate! That one to Empire Born, 
Whom all the Craces did Adorn ; 

Who Virtues Niceſt Precepts Underſtood, 
Divinely Great, and Greatly Good, 
Should ſhrink inco a Winding Shroud, 


And Undiſtinguiſh'd Lye, clos'd in a common Urn. 


Il. A 


(2) 
IT. 
A New Philoſopher of late, 
Rais'd by a Wild Enthuſraſtick Heat, 

Deny'd the Power of Death, and the great Works of Fate; 
Afﬀfirm'd, We only dye becauſe we Fear: 
Elſe, like the Prophet heretofore, 

In Flaming Chariots we ſhould mount the Air, 
And bear Deaths bitter Pangs no more: 
"That Courage hath the Power to Save 

The Earthy part from Mouldring in the Grave : 
Fond Fancy all + 

For were this Notion true, 


How cou'd Great Glow ſter fall ? 
His Body, like his Soul, had been Immortal too. 


TIT. 
Nor will the Body be the ſame, 


But to the Duſt returns, 
When the Enlivening Soul is gone that Actuates the F rams, 
The Soul that our low Manſion Scorns, 
And mounts to the bright Orb from whence it came; 


There docs God-like Glou'fter lit 


Amidit the Angelick Choir, 
With 
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With Looks compos'd, and Aſped ſweet, 
Mildly Majeſtick, and Serenely Great; 
He hears with Extaſte, and liſtens with Deſire? 
Attentive to. the ſoft melodious Song, 
There hee'l Eternally poſſeſs * 
An inexhauſted Treaſury of Bliſs, 
And boundleſs Happineſs; 
Be ever Blooming, ever Young, 
Feel Pleaſures laſting, Raptures ſtrong; 
Each moment ſhall preſent before His Sight, 
A wondrous Scene of vaſt ineffable Delight. 


I'V. 
Nor wonder that He Dy'd! 


For Death's the Race we all muſt run; 
And we muſt once arrive 
The Goal we fear to Reach, and ſtrive to Shun; 
And his wide Rule will laſt till Time it ſelf is done: 
Tho' thy pure Virtues did reſplendent ſhine, 
Thy hopes of Lite cou'd ne'er ſucceed, 
Tho' thou wert halt Divine. 
How coudit thou Charm 
Deaths unrelenting Arm, 
When once the great THREE-ONE 
(For Hoa Frailty to Attone) 


Even the God of Nature, Bled? : 
B He 
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He wou'd not from his Wiſdom derogacte lo tar, 
To infringe the Laws himielt had made, 
But gave him power to wage perpetual War, 
And all the World Invade. 
Strange Prodigy ! 
That all the World cou'd not ſupply 
His vaſt Ungavernd Luxury, 
Thac nothing cle cou'd ſatisfie, (Tyranny. 
But that he too who gave him Power, ſhou'd feel his 
V. 
A gaping Fury always waits, 
At Deaths Inhoſpitable Gates, 


With eager ficrceneſs to devour, 


When he hath mark 'd the fatal hour : 
Alas) the bitter Gilded Pill, 
Which when ſucceſsful was Infallible, 
Is Uſeful now no more; 
But Wounds the Patient it was mcant to Cure. 
Nor can the Artiſt's Power, or Skill, 
Elude, or flop Deaith's Arbitrary Will. 
So when rapid Whirl-winds blow; 
When Billows roar, and Tempeſts toſs, 
The Puot's Art is at a lofs. 
Even great Gibbons, who con'd ſee 


Thio' Narwes inmoſt Treaſury, 
Who 
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Who the Minuteſt Parts does know, 

How the Purple Currents Flow, 

And Circulate thro' every Vein, 
Who Underſtands the whole Anatomy of Man: 
Death cou'd Deride the great Phyfitians Art : 

His whole Endeavours prov'd in Vain, 

Nor cou'd he Eaſe the Hero's Pain, 

- Or move the Pointed Dart, 
When Fates unerring Hand piere'd: his Unerring Heart. 


Not the Old alone ſuffice, 
But Fate is Deaf to Tender Infants Cries (Eyes. 
Tho' Floods of Tears do fall from the ſad Parents 
Here, Royal Princeſs, wou'd my Muſe relate 
The Sorrows which Your Sons Unhappy Fate 


Does in Your Anxious Breaſt create ; 
The inward Fawn, and bitter Smarr, 


The Anguiſh of a Bleeding Heart, 
But who alas can tell 


Grief Unexpreſlible. 


VII. 
When Ephigenia once 1n Greece, 

For Virtue, Goodneſs, and for Beauty known, 
The Incenſed Deities to Atrone, 
Was Doam'd a Sacrifice; 

Timanthes ſaw the ſad Praceſſion go, 
In all the Salemn Pomp of Woe: 
Mav'd at th' unuſual Sight, 
At once with Sorrow and Delight, 
His Pencil the great Artiſt drew, 

Apd took each Poſture as they came in View : 


(6) 
And firſt he drew the Gadding Multitude, 
In awkward Griet and Clamour loud. 
Whole Grinning Looks and ſad Grimace: 
(It Grict can be without a Thought) 
Thoughtleſs Sorrow ſeem'd to Expreſs. 
Next to his View, the Prieſts were brought, 
With Modeſt Looks compos'd and Grave, 
As they were touch'd with Inward Sence 
Of the Virgin's Innocence, 
As if Compell'd to Kill one they deſfir'd to Save. 
The Virgin Victim next appear'd, 
In Robes as white as Alpine Snow, 
And when her drooping Head ſhe rear'd; 
Her Beautious Face 
Seem'd like a Lilly in a Chriſtal Glaſs, 
The Artiſt mix'd his blended Colours here, 
And Wiſely choſe 
To joyn the Lilly to a Roſe 
Which added Beauties to the Fair. 
But when the Father touch'd his wondring Eye, 
Surpris'd at Awful Magelty, 
He threw his uſeleſs Pencil by; 
Nor did he know, 
To Expreſs ſuch vaſt Magniticence of Woe: 
He took his Pencil up again, 
Oft Eflay'd, but ſtill in Vain; 
'Till knowing he ſhou'd ne'er ſucceed, 
He caſt a Veil all o'er his Aged Head. 
A greater Reaſon may be ſhown 
Why a Veil o'er You be thrown, 
Your Mourning Beauty, ſo Tranſplendent bright, 
Wou'd dazle the great Artiſt's Sight, 
While Your ſad Griets and Sufferings pierce his Heart. 
| VIII. Tho' 
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Tho' for his Death whole Floods bf Tears ſhou'd Tall, 
Our Grief cou'd never be Profule ; 
For he deſerves 'em all. 
Did we refle& how Good, how Juſt he was, 
We ſhould Lament th' Irreparable Lols; 
And not as common Mourners ule, 
With well Diflembl'd Sorrow Grace the Funeral. 
Afliſt me, all you Mighty Nine, 
All yqur Uniced Forces joyn; 
Fill my Soul with Noble Heat, 
Thoughts ſublimely Elevate : 
And lect your Inſpiration be Divine, 
Leſt I ſhould Deviate from the Noble Theme, 
Or ſomething Write Unworthy Him. 
Where ſhall I End, or where Begin? 
His Life has one continued Scene 
Ot Tranſcendant Glory bcen ; 
Always Ettulgent, always Bright, 
Without a Glimmering Spark of borrow'd Light, 
On all his Luſtre did beſtow, 
Always Unobſcur'd till now. 
Shall I proceed by Definitions Rules, 
Or the mean Pedantry of Schools? 
No, trom the bright Original, Ill trace, 
Of his Great Illuſtrious Race. 
; Words cannot reach th' Extent of his Capacious Mind. 
And what 1s Unexpreſlive, cannot be Defin'd. 
Take all the Actions which are truly Great, 
All the vaſt Enterprizes draw, 


From the firſtNorman Conqueror to the Great Naſſan.(plear. 
4 Which had Great Glox'fter Liv'd, had been in him Com- 
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I X. 
The Norman had a vaſt Ambitious Soul, 
A Thirſt of Glory nothing cou'd Controul : 
He grew by long Experience Wile, 
And Learnt by knowing Dangers, Dangers to- Delpile, 
Next the firſt Richard, let us Name, 
Worthy the Records of Fame. 
He left his Native foil to free 
The Holy Land from Infidelity : + 
And when the Glorious AR was'Done, 
At the Surrender of the Town 
The Auſtrian Banner on the Wall was ſet 
As if they only djd the Infidels Defeat : 
Fenn with Reſentment, and a Sence 
Of Virtue wrong'd by Inſolence, 
As 1f a Share in Conqueſt he Diſdain'd, 
Only by his Valour gain'd, 
He tare the Sawcy Sandard thence, 


And Trampled it beneath his Royal Feet, 


X. 
Next my Mule of Edward Sing, 
Who from Edward's Branch did Spring; 
Edward the Son and Parent of a King ; 


But ſure his Conquering Arms will break the' Muſes ſtring. 
Deſcriptions force is uſeleſs here, 


Where Lſhou'd Court the Readers Ear, (of War. 


With Sound of Horrent Arms, and all the Glorious din 
E fee his lucid Armour fhine, 
I ſee his Helmet trom afat, 
L tec his ghiteermg Spear, 


(9) 
' I ſee whole Showers of Forked Arrows fly ; 
Like Light'ning through the Spiflive Air ; 
[ {ee the Coward Slaves difiolv'd with Few, 
Fly like Hunted timorous Des 
I ice the Field with Slaughter cover'd ore; 
And all the fertile Ground diſtain'd with humane Core : 
While the Glad Father at a diſtant View, 
Sces the Martial Prince purſue, 
Swift as the Wind, the Conquer'd Foe; 
Nor does he wiſh to ſhare his Viftory : 
But when the Gallant 'Youth return'd, 
All gay with Blood and Wounds Adorn'd, 
He hugg'd him in his Arms, atitl own'd him for his Son. 
Had Godlike Glow fter liv'd to ride, 
By Victorious William's fide: 
He a greater Wonder far, 
Nephew to the God of War, ' 
Had far great: Wonders done. 


| X [: 
The great Fifth Harry next appears, 
The Terror of the. Gallick ſhore: (Years, 
I ſee him wondrous. Acts perform, f{urpafling Youthful 


He ſits upon the Throne, 
And wears the Imperial Crown: 
While the poor Tribntary King, 
( Bows to {uperiour Power, 
And Owns him Conqueror. 
Had Gloſter liv'd, and durſt they break 
The' Peace that they were forc'd to make; 
Rais d by a ſmall Advantage dare, 
't Provoke us to unequal War ; 


Creat 
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Great WWill;am ſhould his Fleet and Armies bring, 
A lecond Glorious Conqueſt Gain; 


And Glow fer his Vicegerent Reign, 
Nor ſhou'd the Kingdom ere be Titular again. 


X I I. 
To the Sixth Edward next, my Muſe encline, 
For tho' his Lite was ſhort, 'twas all Divine: 
A Reformation he began, 
And ſcarce a Boy, his Vertues writ him Man: 
' Pious and Young he did remove, 
Like Glow ſter to the Realms above: 
Too like alas was his too Early Fate! 
N »r muſt we Great Eliza's Worth forget; 
Her Vertues once did Undiminiſh'd ſhine, 
- And tho' ſhe wore a Female Dreſs, 
And had a Beautious Female Face ; 
Her vaſt Heroick Soul was Maſculine. 
Bur lo ! aria rears her Sacred Head, 


And drowns like Bluthing Noon her paler Dawn: 


Her Brightneſs is Obſcur'd and Fled, 
' "And all her'Splendor gone: 


bite As-Stars thar Diſappear before the Sun; 


Here wou'd.my Drooping Genius raiſe, 
And Dwelb ccrnally on Great Maria's Praiſe; 


But :vhy do I a Task purſue, 


Which tho' it Pleaſe, will Wound us too? 


For while a Juſt Account I give, 
What Ben»fits we did trom her receive, 
Jt will er fad lamented Death renew, 
And that, t; poſſible, Augment our preſent Wooe 
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XI1T. 
Here V'm reminded of great Wi/l;am's Name, 
Tho' mention'd Laſt, the Firſt in Fame : 
How fhall I ſtop the Muſes Horſe ? 
Relolvd to ran his Furious Courſe, 
He Champs the Foaming Bit, and here diſdains 
The Riders Feeble Hands, and breaks the flender Reins, 
Eending his winged Courſe around the Fland'rianPlains. 
How ſhall I juſtly write the Hero's Praiſe, 
His Virtues Rhetorick cannot Raiſe, 
Nor Defamation make 'em Leſs: 
And tho' no ſtrong Poetick Ardour ſhines, 
Fair Truth ſhall grace the Coming Lines. 


XIV. 
Who that can draw a Sword, or hold a Shield, 
Will cer forget the Fight of Landens Bloody Field ? 
To this great Action let us join 
The mighty Wonders at the Boyn. 
Horatins gain'd a vaſt Eſteem, 
A Never-dying Fame; 
2Z.ca.He plung'd in Tyber's rapid Stream, 
To avoid a Conquering Foe : 
How then can we beſtow, 
On Great Naſſau his Praiſes due, 
Who waded thro' the Boyn, the Conquer'd to purſue ? 
How ſhall we Celebrate his Name ; 
Who kept his Neighbouring Foes in Awe, 

40 And gave Proud France a Law ; This > 
Y And forc'd their King reſign the Forts he did unjuſtly 
Tho' his bright Anas [trike Horror from afar, 

Tho' he's the Thunderbolt of War, 
Yet can he make Contuſion hear his Voice, 
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And dreadful Uproars ceale, 
So well he Underſtands the Arts of Peace: 
By him we all Rejoyce; 
By him with Plenty Bleſt, 
In Undiſturb'd and Quiet Slumbers Reſt. 
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XV. 
He Came, Accepted Empire here, 
When it was hardly worth his Care: 


When the whole Nation felt the Stroke 
Of Arbitary Power ; 
had bent their Servile Necks "TEIM'Y the Roman Yoke: 


He Came and ſet us Free, 


From Superſtitious Fear, and Vain Idolatry : 
And from Remorleleſs SO 


Nor did he fit - 
Upon his Throne ſupinely Great, 
Lull'd in che Slorhful Arms of Peace : 


But made our OQuarrels his, 

And Conquer'd all our Enemies, 

As if His Life was not His Own, 

But born for Us alone, (Crown. 
Born to preſerve the Brittiſh Laws, and wear the Brittiſh 


X VI. 


Wert thou of the Tryan Line, 
The Troqas Virtues all were thine : 
V. -rt thou of the Roman Race, 

Or of che Families of Antient Greece, 
All the Nations thou do'ſt Grace ; 
The Hero's of the Roman State, 


Were but Comparatively Great; 
Since | 
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; 1 ince Thou, the Great Columbus, did'ſt Explore 

Bright Tracts of Glory, never known before; 
And mult be own'd without Diſpute, 

b er all the World, for Glory Abſolute. 


X VII. 
Oh! Had the God-like Prince we now bemoan, 
Liv'd ro Succeed, and Wear the Brittiſh Crown, 
What might we not expect? 
'But Fate, alas! does our vain Wiſh reje&: 
: For Naſſau's Self, who can command 
* Even all our Powers, cannot Deaths Power withſtand, 


But muſt reſign his Triumph up to His all-Conquering 
(Hand? 
And tho' his Soul can never die, 
Which fill'd with Heavenly Fire, 
In Bliſs muſt Re1gn among his Kindred of the Sky, 
Yet muſt his Mortal part Expire ; 
And a Third Heroine fit upon the Throne, 
To which by Virtue ſhe has Right, and not by Blood alone: 
Goodneſs and Generous Actions are, 
To her alone Peculiar ; 
Nor only when with Need oppreſs'd, 
The wretched Suppliants Cry, 
Their bitter Wants ſhe does ſupply: 
But they are oft with Unexpedted Bounty bleſs'd. 
"by Grateful Muſes muſt her Favours own ; 
o thein may her Indulgence ſti!! be ſhown ; 
# The Muſes beſt can make her Vertues known, 
Y Great Williams As, and Hers they ſhall proclaim, 
A long Laborious Toil of Fame, 
And to the utmoſt Thule ſhall ſpread their glorious Name. 
'Y X V III. Here 
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| X VIII. 
Here I muſt beg the Reader to Excule 
The Errors of an Injudicious Mule: 
Tho'I cou'd mount the Tow'ring height, 
Ot Pingars Steady, yet Unequal Flight, 
| now ſhou'd ſink beneath my Sorrows weight : 
Even: Ovid, who when e'er he ſtrove, 
The ſtrings bf the rouch'd Heart cou'd move, 
And bend the yicIding Soul to Love; 
When Sorrows did his lofry Genius bow, 
His Thoughts were mean, and his Expreſſions low ; 
How thcn can I, when Uninſpird, | 
Nor with Poectick Rapture fir'd; 
Who ne'cr cou'd the Meanders trace, 
Or intricate Delighttul Paths Explore, 
Expc& a harſh Cenſorious Age to pleaſe? 
Alas! I only ſtrive to ſhew, 
What all in Gratitude arc bouud wo do: 
And leave it to the mighty Few, 
Who trod the Mules pleaſant Maze before : 
Let them the Glorious Task purlue ; 
A Mauſoleum raile, 
A Monument of Everlaſting Praile : 
Let Congreve, or ſome greater Genius tell, 
(If any Congreve can excel]) 
How much Beloy'd he Liv'd, how much Lamented Fell. 
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